MEROPE.                                  81
Herope. ' His messages, then, point not to thy murder?
Not yet, though such, no doubt, his final aim.
Herope. And what Arcadian helpers bring'st thou here ?
JEpytus. Laias alone ; no errand mine for crowds.
Merope. On what relying, to crush such a foe ?
JEpytus. One sudden stroke, and the Messenians' love.
0 thou long-lost, long seen in dreams alone, But now seen face to face, my only child ! Why wilt thou fly to lose as soon as found My new-won treasure, thy beloved life 1 Or how expectest not to lose, who com'st m                                                            G-